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Here is my Victim Impact Statement -1 have my attachment as a google doc. 
S Robin Lukan Impact Statement (Conner) 
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On April 4,1 came to Humboldt to attend my son’s hockey game. It was a nine 
hour drive that we made as often as we could. This time 1 travelled alone, so I flew 
to Saskatoon, then rented a car. We loved to see Conner play. I watched the 
Broncos play Nipawin that night in the Elgar Petersen Arena. I watched while each 
of the boys played with determination and passion. And I watched my mild 
mannered son become the formidable, skilled player that he was on the ice. 

Behind me, Shauna Nordstrom cheered loudly, calling each player by name. I had 
never met her but was amazed that she seemed to know every boy on the team. 
Conner had spent last New Years Eve with her son at her house in St. Albert before 
returning to Humboldt on the 1st. 

Conner and I had spent some time together that day, had breakfast, and I had left 
him a case of beer which he stored in his bedroom closet. Katherine and I joked 
that we were going to sneak into his bedroom and cut his hair that he had grown 
for playoffs. They lost in triple overtime that night and we teased him that maybe it 
wasn’t the good luck charm he had thought. He was a handsome, beautiful boy 
who prided himself on his appearance. He was a sharp dresser and loved his hair - 
probably the only thing he ever bragged about. I had thought I might stay and 
travel to Nipawin to watch him play but decided to go home. I would go back to 
Slave Lake and return home watch the next game on Hockey TV. I hugged my son 
that night, kissed him goodbye and told him I would see him in a few days. That 
was the last time I would touch his face, kiss him or hear his voice. Had I known 
what would happen two days later, I would have never let go of his face. 

My son, Conner was an amazing young man. He loved to play hockey. He was 23 
months old when his Dad built him and his brother a skating rink outside. I 
remember having the hardest time finding skates that small. He took off skating 
and never quit. At a young age, he could name most of the NHL players, which 
positions they played, what hand stick they used and who they played for. Hockey 
was his life. Conner moved out of our home into his first billet family’s home in 
Spruce Grove at the age of 14. Jacobsens raised him that season. The next year 
Sutters were his new family. In 2013 he lived with the Millers. They had him for 
4 years until he was traded to Humboldt in 2017. Then Conner lived his final 



season with Kevin Garringer and Katherine Oviatt. These families helped us raise 
him through his teenage years and into manhood. It was hard for me not to have 
my son at home all those years, but I always looked forward to him running 
through the door with all his suitcases every May, yelling “I’m home.” His dog 
Tucker would jump in circles around him like he was a puppy again, even though 
he is old and on medication for arthritis. We were still very involved parents and 
travelled every chance we got to see him play. He was amazing to watch - an 
excellent skater, a skilled stick handler, and a team player that was loved by his 
coaches. 

Conner’s plan in life was to get a scholarship to continue his dreams and play 
hockey while he studied. He had already enrolled in some university level courses. 
His university books were in his backpack, on the floor of the billets house when 
we packed up his things and he had taken his laptop on the bus as he was always 
working on his classes. He had many University offers, and was in the process of 
deciding which one he would take. He asked me when we visited last what he 
should do. My words to him were “Buddy, just take one day at a time, everything 
will fall into place.” That was how he lived his life - living in the moment and 
loving what was in front of him. 

Conner had many friends and was loved by everyone who knew him. Many friends 
have come and spent time in his room, and in our home, trying to be close to the 
places that he loved, trying to fill the space that his absence has left for all of them. 

We are very close family. Conner has a sister who he protected and adored and 
who relied on him as they were not only close in age but were joined at the heart. 
My other son, Kolby was so proud of his little brother and the man he had become. 
The three of them were inseparable as children and I loved our summers when 
Conner would come home and I would have all of my children together, along with 
my daughter in law, enjoying each other’s company, laughing and remembering 
and making new memories. That filled my heart. 




On April 6th, 2018, all of our lives changed forever. We knew about the accident 
but had no word about our son. I had all of my friends and family on the phone 
calling over and over trying to find news of Conner. The longer the time went, the 
more I knew in my heart that he wasn’t coming home. With no news, I wanted to 
hope but deep down I knew the truth. We did not get official news until someone 
from the Bronco’s office confirmed Conner was one of the dead, it was around 
11:30. We were already packed and ready to go to Saskatchewan to see our son’s 
body and be with him for the last time. 

Hours later, we flew to identify Conner’s body. I don’t remember much of the 
flight there or anything about the trip. When I saw him I knew it was him for sure. 

I touched his hairy face that I had just kissed goodbye on the Thursday morning 
before the crash. He had a 7 inch gash in his head on the left. It was horrible to 
see my son like this. After viewing him, my oldest son fell to his knees and I 
remember wanting to pick him up and hold him but feeling like I was too weak, so 
I sat on a chair, helpless, with all of my children in the room. But this time, it was 
so wrong. Kolby was on his knees broken and sobbing. Conner wasn’t just his 
brother, he was his best friend. My daughter hugged her brother’s lifeless body, 

He was her lifelong friend and confidant. She was so distraught over his death, she 
couldn’t return to University for a month. It was her final few weeks of school for 
the semester, and I was too weak and emotional, myself, to even help her move her 
belongings home. 

On April 18th, we went through the motions of the morning getting ready for my 
son’s funeral. His friends walked down the aisle first in front of us making a 
beautiful display of Jerseys, equipment and Conner’s favorite, a double double 
from Tim Hortons. Conner’s handsome brother Kolby walked wearing Conner’s 
Jersey and dress shoes down the aisle holding the urn of his brother’s ashes in his 
hands and placed it on the pedestal. I placed his baby blanket on top of the display 
along with a handprint of his I found in his keepsake box from Kindergarten. 2000 
people mourned Conner that day in small town Slave Lake! Logan Boulet’s dad 
gave a wonderful speech and Conner received a standing ovation from everyone in 
attendance. Brayden Camrud spoke many great words of how Conner was a great 



teammate. I remember wishing I would have gotten to know more of the boys that 
season. I have many things that I wished I had done. I wished I had held Conner 
after that game on April 14 and never let him go. I will never get that time back 
and will never get to see what he was destined to become. I want to be able to say 
to him again, “Buddy, just take one day at a time, everything will fall into place.” 
Those words seem empty now. 

As a mother of these 3 beautiful children, I have always taken pride in how I raised 
them along with my husband of 25 years. I have always been the glue that held our 
family together and I was always so strong. Now, I feel like my heart has been 
ripped out of my body. I go through the motions every day and still try to be so 
strong for everyone, but it is taking a toll on me. 

The hardest thing a mother can do is bury her child. I learned that from my 
mother-in -law. 22 years ago my brother-in-law was killed going to a hockey 
game down the highway from my house. He was also 21, and wore number 12 just 
like Conner. So for our family, this has had a double impact. We are reliving the 
grief that we had already lived through, that was barely healed - with a bandaid just 
over the surface. 

On April 30th, I received a call from my husband’s aunt who was worried about 
his mother because she could not be reached. I live next door, so I went there and 
found her on the floor in the living room. I did 25 minutes of CPR on her and she 
didn’t survive. She couldn’t live this pain again after losing her own son 22 years 
ago, now her Grandson. She died that day of a broken heart. And now we were 
once again thrown into the depths of grief even before we had time to process the 
loss of our own son. 

I feel like I am going through the motions of life, without actually living - 
especially at work. I work in a Kindergarten to Grade 3 school. I can’t show my 
emotion there. The children don’t know why Mrs. Lukan in not smiling, not 
happy, not her usual self anymore. So I fake my emotions daily with the pain 
living in the pit of my stomach every day. Some days I can’t even concentrate 



enough to do my work. But I do it anyway, I need to survive somehow. I don’t 
sleep, and there are many days that I have not been able to eat. 

I have been to numerous doctors, who just tell me that it is normal for a person 
who is grieving as much as I am to feel this way. I have also seen a Psychologist 
for the first time in my life. It is very hard to see a small town Psych, while 
everyone in town watches you park and walk into the building, thinking they know 
how you are feeling, but they don’t. No one does. 

I am here today to look at the man who was responsible for taking my son away 
from me. I have no forgiveness. I want you to know who Conner was and how 
much he is missed. I want you to know that you have forever destroyed the 
beautiful family I have worked my entire life to create. I want you to look at me 
and know that your senseless lack of care has changed everything. I want you to 
see and feel the pain that you have caused. 

Conner will never go to University. He will never play hockey again. He will 
never get married. He will never give me Grandchildren and be the amazing father 
and husband that he could have been. He is gone, and will never be home again. 

He will never be forgotten and no consequence, no sentence, no apology, no 
admission of guilt will ever be enough to fill the void that has been left. There were 
some who walked away that day while my son laid on the open prairie, lifeless. 
What I wouldn’t give for him to have had that chance. That day took his life from 
him. It took mine from me. It took from my family. And there is nothing that this 
judge, nor this courtroom can do that will be enough to heal the gaping wounds this 
has caused. We will never be the same. I will never hear my children laugh 
together and recall their childhood memories. Everytime we get together, we will 
be missing our Conner. Everytime I walk past his bedroom, I will feel his absence. 
Every minute of every day, I will remember him and I will miss him. Right now I 
have nothing but tears of anger. Eventually those tears will be tears of sadness and 
longing. But there will always be tears. There will always be sadness. Any joy we 
may have in our family will always be coupled with the sadness that Conner will 
not be able to be part of it. My beautiful boy is no longer here. I will never see his 





boyish grin, never hear him tease me, never share his laughter, never hear him talk 
about his truck, never pick up his laundry or get after him for leaving the door open 
And I will never forgive this wrong. 

If Conner could speak to me now, I imagine him saying, “Mom, just take one day 
at a time, everything will fall into place.” I wish I could believe that. So I trust that 
the decisions made from this court will be just and will help us to try and close this 
door. I never want to think about this day again, but I know that it will haunt my 
dreams for the rest of my life. 


Thank you. 



